LIFE

True life comes of an ever changing state,
Not constant as the starlight's steady rays,
But like the wind. Its course is seldom straight.
Zig-zag it winds throughout one's earthly days.
'Tis tinted like the rainbow's rarest colours
And rainbow colours come and fade and change
In unison with sun and softest showers
And so the richer for their varied range.

True life is but the throb of changing hues,

An iridescent jet of fountain-spray,

Rising and falling subject to the clues

Of new experiences day by day,

To gently cease when Soul hath learnt this life

Is but a stepping-stone to Love through strife.